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TheTragedis of.Hamlet. 


In neither ought,or in extremity: 

Now what my louc is,proofc hath made you know. 

And as my Loue is fiz’d, my FeaTe is fo. 

King. Faith I mud Jeauc thse Loue.snd (hortly too : 
My operant Powers my Fun&ions leaue to do: 

And thou (halt liue in this faire world behindc. 
Honour’d, belcu’d, and haply,one as kindc. 

For Husband (halt thou - ■ ■- - 
Bap. Oh confound the reft: 


Such Loue, muft needs be Treafon in my breft: 

In fecond Husband, let me be accurft. 

None wed the fecond, but who kill’d th6 firftj 
Ham. Wormwood, Wormwood. 

2 lapt. The inftances that fecond Marriage moue, 
Arebafe rel'pcdb ofThrift,but none of Lcue. 

A fecond time, I kill my Husband dead, 

When fecond Husband kifies me in Bed. 

King. I do bcleeue you. Think what now youfpeak: 
But what we do determine, oft we breake: 

Purpofeis but theflaue to Mernorie, 

Of violent Birth, but poore validitie: 

Which now like Fruite vnripe ftickcs on the Tree, 

But fall vnfhak en,when they mellow be«, 

Mcfi neccflary ’tis, that we forget 
To pay our felues,what to our (ciues is debt: 

What to our felues in paffion \ve propofe. 

The paffion ending, doth tjie pur pofc lofe. 

The violence of other Greefc or Ioy, 

Their owne ennaflors with thcmfelues deftroy: 

Where Ioy moft Rcuels, Grcefe doth mc-ft lament; 
Greefe ioyes, Ioy greeucs on (lender accident. 

This world is not for aye, nor ’tis not ftrange 

That euen out Loues fliould with our Fortunes chdtfge. 

For ’tis a queflion left vs yet to proue. 

Whether Loue lead Fortune,or eife Fortune Loue* 

The great man downe,you marke his fauourites flies. 
The poore aduanc’d, makes Friends of Enemies: 

And hitherto doth Loue on Fortune tend, 

For who not needs, (bail neuer Iackc a Frend: 

And who in want a hollow Friend doth try, 

Direfily feafons him his Encmie. 

But orderly to end,where I begun. 

Our Willes and Fates do fo contrary run, 

That our Deuices (till arc ouerthvowne. 

Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our owne. 

So thinl e thou wilt no fecond Husband wed. 

But die thy thoughts,when thy firft Lord is dead. 

'Bap. Nor Earth to giue me food, nor Heaurn light, 
Spore and repofciocke from me day and night: 

Each eppofite that blankes the face of ioy. 

Meet what I would hatic well,and it deftroy; 

Both heere,and hence, purfuc me lafting ftrife, 

If once a Window, eucr I be Wife. 

Ham, Jf Hie fliould breake it now. 

King. ’Tis deepeiy fwornc: 

Sweet, leaue me heerc a while, 

My fpirics grow dull, and faine I would beguile 
The tedious day with fleepe. 

Qa, Sleepe rocke thy Braine, 

And neuer come mifchancebetweene vs twaine. 

Ham. Madam,how likeyouthisplay? 

Q». The Lady protefts to much me thir.kes. 

Ham. Oh but fliee’l keepe her word. 

King. Haue you heard the Argument, is there no Of¬ 
fence ink ? 

Bam. No.no, they do but ieft, poyfon in ieft, no Of- 


S/eepes 

Exit 


fence i’th’world. 

King. What do you call the Play? 

Ham TheMoufe-trap : Marry ho W > Tf0h . 

This Play is the Image ofa murder done i n £ PlCalI y: 

*■'*&• ,s thc Dukcs namc , his wife ‘Battiffa . nn * : W 
anon: ’tis a knauifh peece ofworkc • 


anon: tis a knauilh peece ofworkc : p ' * UUl i 

Your Maicftie, and wee that haue free fouled* 1 


ih 


- - —— » »'»uv. i q ui_ , **)3t^ 

vs not: let the gall d iade winch.-our withen U tou che, 


Enter Lucian^. " l5rcvn nii)g 


'•lie; 


This is one Lucianm nephew to the Kj.-p 
Ophe. You are a good Choru !jTO y fJLi 
Ham. I could interpret betweene voe 
ifl could fee the Puppets dallying. * and >’°i. l rl ( 
Ophe. You are kcene my Lord you ate 
Ham. It would cott you a groaning, t0 ‘.,? e * 
edge. * °‘ t0 ^c 0 ff ay 

Ophe. Still better and worfe. 

Bam. So you mifiake Husbands. 

Begin Murderer. Pox, leaue thy dammhVP 

begin. Come,the croaking Raucn doth btlll afe r’ Jnd 

uenge. “ ow torfo. 

Lucian. Thoughts blackc, hands apt 
Drugges fit, and Time agreeing; 1 * 
Confederate feafon, elfe.no Creature feci rp . 

Thou mixture rankc, of Midnight Weeds coiuxi > 
« H "*“ B»n, thrice thrift,, t h„cctS' d ' 
Thy natural] Magickcymdditepropertie * 

On wholfome life, vfurpe immediately. 

Bam. He poyfonshim i'th’Garden^I^eftTte-H 
name’s Gonwgo ; the Story is extant and writ in r-Lj 

Wi “; 4“" ^ »"<>■> how theM ubE ,"* l 

loue of Gonz.ago's wife. inc 

Ophe. The King rifes. 

Ham.' What, frighted with falft ffie. 

Qjg How fares my Lord? 

Pol. Giue o’rc thc Play. 

King. Giue me fomc Light. Away/ 
ylH. Lights,Lights,Lights. 

Manet Hamlet & Horatio. 

Ham. Why let the ftrucken Deere po weepc 
The Hart vngalled play : 

For fome muft watch.vyhile fome muft fleepe; 
Sorunnes the world away. 

Wouldnotthis Sir..and aForrcft of Feathers,if the reft of 
my Fortunes tutneTurke with me; with twoProuinciall 
Rofcs on my rac d Shooes, get me a Fellowlhip in attic 
ofPlayers fir. 

Her. Halfeafharc, 

Ham. A whole one I, 

For thou deft know: Oil Damon decre, 

ThisReaime difmantled was oflouehimfelfe. 

And now reignes hecrc. 

A veric veriepaiocke. 

Hora. You might haue Rim’d. 

Ham. Oh good Horatio ,lie take the Ghofts word for 
a thoufand pound. Did’ftpercciuc? 

Hora. Vctic well my Lord. 

Ham. Vponthe talke ofthepoyfoning? 

Hora . I did verie well note him. 

Enter Ro finer an ce and Guilder feme. 
Ham.Ohfnzi Come fome Mufick.Coroe^ Recorders! 
For if the King like not the Comedic, 

Why then belikehelikes it norperdie. 

Come fome Muficke. 

Guild ,Good my Lord.vouchfafetnc a word \vich y oU - 

Hutu. 
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tfttrrt' 


guild* 


tfavt. 

Guild" 

flam. 


Sir,a whole Hiftory. 

Thc King, fir. 

1 fir,what of him ? 

Is in his retyrement, marnellous diftemper’d. 
With drinkeSir t 

Gtttld. No my Lord,racber with choller. 

Your wlfedome fliould fbew itfelfc more ri- 
chtt to fignific thi i to his Dodtor; for for me to put him 
c0 his Purgation, would perhaps plundgc him incofarre 

jfloreCholler. 

* Guild. Good my Lord put your difeourfeinto feme 
frame, and (hire not fo wildcly from my aftayre. 

JJcWo lam tame Sir,pronounce. 

Guild. Thc Qnccnc your Mother, in moft great affli- 
^ion of fpiric, hath lent me co you. 

You are welcome. 

Guild . Nay, good my Lord, this courtefie is not of 
thc right breed. If it foal! pl’eafeyo u to make me a whol- 
fomc anfwer, I will doe your Mothers command*ment: 
ifnot,your pardon ; and my returne fliallbccthe end of 
jpyBufinefle. 

Ham. Sir,Icamior. 

Gxild. What^my Lord ? 

Ham. M ake you a wholfome anfwere: my wits dif- 
eas’d. But fir, fuch anfv/c»s as 1 canrnake,you flul com* 
mand : or rather you lay, my Mother: therforeno more 
but to the matter. My Mother you fay. 

RoJttj. Then thus fhe fayes: your bchauior hath ftroke 
her into amazement^and admiration. 

Ham. Oh wonderful] Sonne, that can fo aftunifha 
Mother. But is there no fcquell at the heeles of this Mo¬ 
thers admiration r 

Rojiz. She defires to fpeakc with you in her Cloffct, 
crcyou go to bed. 

Ham, Wefiv.il obey, were Ak centimes our Mother. 
Haue you any further Trade with vs ? 

Rojirt. My L ord,you once did loue me. 

Ham. So I do (hi!, by thefe pickers and ftealers. 

RoCm. Good my Lord, what is your caufc of diftem- 
per? You do freely barre the doore of your owne Liber¬ 
ties if you deny your greefes to your Friend. 

Ham. Sir 1 Iackc Advancement. 

Rofm. How can that bc,when you haue the vcyceof 
the King himfeife, for your Succcffion in Denmarke ? 

Ham. I,but while the grafife groves, the Prouetbe is 
fomething mufty. 

Enter one with a Recorder. 

0 the Recorder. Let me fec,to withdraw with you/why 
do you go about to recoucr the winde of mce, as if you 
would driue me into a coyle? 

Guild, O my Lord, if my Dutie be top boldly loue 
is too vnmannerly. 

Ham . Ido not weil vnclciftand that. Will you play 
vpon this pipe? 

(Mid. My Lord, I cannot* 

Ham. I pray you. 

Guild. BelccuerneJ cannot. 

Ham, I do befecch you. 

Cjuild. I know no touch ofiqmy Lord. 

Ham, lisas cafie as lying; gouerne thefe Vcntiges 
withyour finger and thumbe, giiue it breath with your 
fflouth, and :ic will dilcourfe moft excellent Mufickc. 
booke you, thefe are the ftoppes. 

Guild, Biit.the!e cannot I command to any vttersnee 
ofhermony^i haue not thc skill. 

Ham, Why looke you now, how vnworthy a thin 


you make of me : you would play vpon mee $ you would 
feeme to know my flops: you would pluck out thc heart 
of my Myftcric; you would found mee from my loweft 
Note,to the top of my Compafle: and there is much Mu¬ 
fickc, excellent Voice, in this liccle Organe, yet cannot 
you make it. Why do you thinke, that J am eaficr to bee 
plaid on, then a Pipe? Call me what Instrument you will, 
though you can fret me, you cannot play vpon me. God 
blcficyouSir. 

Enter Tolenites. 


Tokn, My Lord-the Qjeenc would Ipeak with you, 
and prefendy. 

Ham, Do you fee that Clovvd? that’s almoft in foape 
like a Camell. 

polon, By’ch’MiflCfand ids like a Camell indeed. 
Ham, Merhinkes it is like a VVcazell. 

Polon. It is back’d like a Wcazell, 

Ham. Or like a Whale t 
Paten. Verit like a Whale. 

Ham. Then will I come to my Mother, by and by : 
They foole me to the top of my bent. 

I will come by and by. 

Polort . I will fay fo. Exit . 

Ham. By and by, is eafily find. Lcaucmcpriends: 
’Tis now the verie witching time cf night. 

When Churchyards yawne,and Hell it feife breaths out 
Contagion to this world. Now could I drink hot blood, 
And do fuch bitter bufinefle as the day 
Would quake to looke on. Soft now,to my Mother : 
Oh Heart, loofe not thy Nature ; Jet not eucr 
The Soule ofA T m>, enterahis firmebpfpmc : 

Let me be cruell, not vnnaturail, 

I will fpeake Daggers to her, but vfe none: 

My Tongue and Soule in this be Hypocrites. 

How in my words fometier fire be fhent, 

To giue them Seales, neuer my Soule confenr. 


Enter King > R ofincrancs Guilder feme. 

King. I like him not, nor liands it late with vs. 

To let his madneffe range. Therefore prepare you, 

I your Commiflipn will forthwith difpatch, 

And he to England (hall along with you: 

The termes oi our eftate, may not endure 
Hazard fo dangerous as cloth nourcJy grow 
Out of his Lunacies. 

Guild. We will our felues prouidc: 

Moft holie and Religious fcare it is 
1 okeepe thofe many many bodies fafe 
Thar line and feede vpon your Maieflie. 

Rofin. Thefingle 
And peculiar life is bound 
With all theftrengthand Armour of thc minde. 

To keepe it felte from noyance ; but much more. 

That Spirit, vpon whole fpiric depends and refts 
Thc lines of many, the ccaie of Maieftie 
Dies not a!one$ but like a Gulfe doth draw 
What’s neerc it, with it. It is a msffie wheele 
Fixt on the Sotrmct of chchighcft Mount, 

To whofe huge Spoakcs, ten thoufand Jcftcr things 
Are mortiz’d and adipyn’d: which when it falles, 

Each fmallannexmcut, pcttieconfcqucnce 
Attends the boyftrous Ruine. Neuer alone 
Did the King fighe, but with a gencrall grone# 

King. Armc you, I pray you to this fpeedie Voyage; 
For we will Fetters put vpon this feare, 
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